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Selwyn  House 

Iconography 

Hasan's  briefcase 

While  everyone  else  in  Grade  1 1  flows 
with  the  current,  sporting  their  insipid, 
inconspicuous  backpacks,  there  is  one 
brave  enough  to  fight  the  stream  of  homo- 
geneity. The  name  is  IVIirza,  Hasan  Mirza. 
'^  The  carry-all  of  choice:  a  black  briefcase. 
This  bizarre  tool  of  transport  has  puzzled 
all  since  its  introduction  many  years  ago. 
Why  is  he  so  protective  of  it?  What's  with 
the  locks?  What  does  he  keep  in  there? 
Many  theories  have  been  advanced.  Some  say  dozens  upon  dozens  of  plastic 
cups.  Others,  pounds  of  chalk.  Some  even  venture  to  say  books,  but  who  lis- 
tens to  those  people  anyway?  I  have  my  own  theory.  Hasan,  get  ready  for 
this  ...  is  a  secret  agent.  Think  about  it.  He's  really  quiet.  He  doesn't  draw 
attention  to  himself.  It's  the  perfect  cover!  His  briefcase...  it's  really  a  rocket 

launcher,  like  Antonio  Banderas'  guitar  case  in  "Desperado."  Think  about  it. 


by  Sam  Carsley 


Ms,  Biggs'  "Car" 

We've  all  seen  tliis  thing.  Red,  squat,  tiny,  the  Suzuki  Go-Kart  has  become  a  fixture  in  Selwyn  House  folklore. 
The  only  question  people  have  is:  why?  What  are  the  advantages,  despite  being  able  to  park  it  in  telephone 

booths,  of  the  Fisher  Price  SUV?  Its  mystery  adds  to  its  title  of  icon. 


Gurinder's  Coat 

It's  blue.  It's  stylish.  It's  Nike.  And,  by  God,  it's  puffy.  If  you  were  what  you 
wear,  then  Gurinder  would  be  an  over-weight,  child-abusing  Smurf. 
Gurinder's  coat  has  ingrained  itself  into  Selwyn  iconography,  mainly 
because  of  its  bold  statement,  its  singularity,  and  the  fact  that  it  serves  as  a 
fashionable  substitute  for  a  sandwich  board.  We  suspect  Gurinder  is  being 
paid  a  seven  figure  annual  salary  by  Nike  to  endorse  their  name.  If  so, 
they're  getting  their  money's  worth. 
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Soccer  Hall  of  Shame! 


JASON  TSOUKAS: 

Like  a  giant  reptile  in  the  time  of  the  mam- 
mals, Tsoukas  is  ridiculously  out  of  place  on 
the  modem  court.  Remnants  of  the  prehistoric 
game  are  all  too  present  in  his  awkward  style. 
He  is  a  threat  to  all 
including  himself. 

SETH  ROSS: 

Hey  it's  everybody's  favourite  Novacaine 
addict  \  sportsman's  guild  member.  And  Yes, 
he  still  can't  catch,  throw  or  kick.  Watching 
Seth  attempt  a  shot  can  only  be  paralleled  to 
two  ships  slowly  shpping  by  each  other  in  the 
dead  of  the  night.  The  ball  and  foot  never 

meet.  He  isn't  a  threat  to  anyone well 

perhaps  the  ball. 

LIAM  PAULL: 

First  of  all,  Liam,  please  congratulate  me  for 
correctly  spelling  your  name.  1  finally  got  it! 
We  miss  your  presence  on  the  court,  not 
because  of  any  skill  but  because  of  your  well 
timed  well  delivered  sassy  remarks.  You're  a 
weird  one,  though;  first  it  was:  "There  isn't 
enough  contact"  and  then  it  became  "the  game 
should  be  all  finesse  and  no  contact". 
Whatever,  Liam;  make  up  your  mind. 


Written  by  Phil  Hospod 

KOSTAS  ANASTROMPOLOUS: 

With  a  vast  repertoire  of  incredulous  maneu- 
vers he'll  turn  you  inside  out  before  you  can 

say oops  sorry  Kostas  I  thought  we  were 

talking  about  Zaharia Well  Kostas  does 

have  one  aewsome  cut  to  the  left.  Maybe  if  it 

weren't  so  predictable  he no  sorry,  he 

does  get  away  with  it. 

ADAM  AZIMOV: 

Controversial,  armoying,  but  always  an  AS  Set 
to  his  colour's  defensive  squad.  Adam  is  an 
invaluable  defender  who  will  never  face  you 
straight  on  but  rather  take  a  shot  at  you  with 
your  back  turned. 

ALEX  ZAHARIA: 

Foreign  import  extraordinaire,  living  off  some 
high  priced  contract.  Alex,  still  struggling 
with  our  language  has  torn  our  game  to  shreds 
with  his  innate  skill.  He  manages  to  weave  his 
way  to  the  net  with  his  hands  literally  in  his 
pockets.  Even  then,  he  demonstrates  his  now 
trademark  modesty,  shrugging  off  his  brilliant 
skiU.  Take  a  lesson,  Christian. 


CHARLES  WASSERMAN: 

Used  to  be  a  regular,  hasn't  been  seen  since 
the  introduction  of  contact. 
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No  more  j  oiners ! 


n. 


Herds  of  action  starved  chil- 
dren flocked  to  the  rink  as 
McManus  squealed  the 
final  seconds  in  a  countdown  to 
inclusion:  "...3...2...1...NO 
MOREJOINERS!" 

With  a  mere  two  hockey 
nets  and  a  tennis  ball  at  their  dis- 
posal. Selwyn  students  spawned  a 
tradition  that  is  presently  in  risk  of 
extinction.  Since  my  arrival  at  the 
school  into  first  grade,  1988, 
tennis-ball  soccer  has 
dominated  recess  activity. 
This  hybrid  sport, 
blending  aspects  of  hock- 
Py,  soccer,  and  even  foot- 
ball appealed  to  all,  or  so 
it  seemed  from  a  grade 
one's  perspective.  The 
level  of  participation  var- 
ied directly  with  the 
weather;  however,  even 
on  the  coldest  days  in 
January,  a  group  of  dedi- 
cated players  could  be  seen  honing 
their  skills  amidst  layers  of  snow 
and  slush. 

The  "sport"  has  much 
evolved  with  the  passage  of  time: 
The  use  of  hands  has  been 
on  a  steady  decline  since  the 
game's  introduction.  Whereas 
once  upon  a  time,  players  would 
carry  the  ball  to  the  opposing  goal, 
crashing  through  teammates  and 
opponents  alike  in  an  attempt  to 
nd  the  path  of  least  resistance,  the 
all  may  now  only  be  thrown  by 
the  goalie.  Two  distinct  styles  of 
play  dominated  the  rink  and 
often  found  themselves  matched 


against  one  another.  I  can  remem- 
ber games  where  Brosseau  and 
Tsoukas'  reckless  abandon  seemed 
unstoppable  though  McManus  and 
Hospod's  light  step  and  accurate 
shot  were  able  to  counter 
every  offensive.  Eventually,  two 
equal  teams  emerged  and  bred  bit- 
ter rivalries. 

Technique  has  evolved  as 
well.  Goaltenders  once  wore  blaz- 
ers like  smocks  to  compensate  for 


lesser  body  mass  and  poor  skills.  I 
remember  the  long  nights  spent 
watching  my  mother  stitch  a  new 
tear  from  a  particularly  rough 
game.   Such  goalie  aids  are  now 
prohibited  from  the  game.  I  recall 
a  fime  not  so  long  ago  that  base- 
ball mitts  were  allowed  on  the 
playing  field,  poor  hand  eye  coor- 
dination requiring  a  larger  target. 
These  were  quickly  abandoned  for 
practical  reasons,  it  being  tough  to 
drop  the  ball  once  caught. 

Anyhow,  soccer  recesses 
have  become  a  tradition  at  Selwyn. 
Years  of  play  have  mutated  the 
game  to  its  present  form  and  I'm 


Written  by  James  Govan 

concerned  for  a  seeming  lack  of 
future  for  the  activity. 

It  is  my  belief  that  true 
players  come  in  cycles.  Arriving 
at  the  senior  school  level,  the  pre- 
sent grade  elevens  shared  the  rink 
with  the  likes  of  James  Brooks, 
Roberto  Bellini,  and  the  intimidat- 
ing No  brothers.  We  were  over- 
powered and  awed  by  their  size,  as 
a  result  many  players  explored  new 
options;  hence  the  leaning  towards 
Battletech.  The  few  of  us 
that  remained  were 
rewarded  with  improved 
skills  and  respect  from  the 
graduates.  We  earned  our 
spot  in  the  rink  and 
weren't  about  to  give  it 
up. 

Yet,  while  the  grade 
nines  fought  for  respect 
from  the  grade 
elevens,  where  were  the 
grade  tens,  last  year's 
graduates.  As  I  mentioned  earher, 
players  come  in  cycles  and  they 
were  a  step  in  between.  For  this 
middle  grade,  recess  constituted  a 
pilgrimage  towards  an  overcrowd- 
ed tuck 

shop.  An  activity  I  doubt  I'U  ever 
wholly  understand. 

Last  year,  as  grade  tens,  we 
dominated  outdoor  activity,  forcing 
the  graduates  to  shelter  in  the  com- 
mon room,  where  we  couldn't  fol- 
low. The  rink  was  our  territory 
and  we  saw  few  new  joiners. 

What  of  this  year,  and  the 
future  of  the  sport?  To  be  contin- 
ued  
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The  Grade  10  Page 


Grade  10  Index 


Ratio  of  jokes  Ed  makes  to  ones  that  people  laugh 

at:  50:1 

Percent  of  money  collected  for  Munzar's  after  party 

spent  on  food:  2% 

Amount  of  money  Leslie  Chow  spends  on  one  of  his 

mrbo  loaded,  nuclear  powered,  0,03  mm,  shock 

absorbing,  water  resistant  pencils:  304S 

Number  of  "spazs"  in  Grade  10  this  month:  3 

Number  of  times  Leslie's  pencil  has  been  stolen  this 

month:  3 

Number  of  people  who  think  they  are  black  in  this 

grade:  8 

Number  of  people  who  are  actually  black  in  our 

grade:  Q 

Ratio  of  teachers  that  like  us  to  teachers  that  don't: 

1:10 

Number  of  teachers  counting  the  days  until  our 

grade  graduates:  21 

Number  of  teacher  parties  scheduled  for  the  day 

after  we  graduate:  12 

Grade  10  In  and  Out 


In 

•  •  • 
Out 

Spring  Ball 

2  tests  the  day  of 

spring  ball 

Being  ethnic 

Being  "just  a 

Canadian" 

Bazookie 

Good  music 

Deep  emotional 

spazing 

conversations 

Hitting  punching 

Hitting  Munzar 

bags 

«K>|0«<»-^, 


by  Matthew  Munzar 


Grade  10  wants  to  know:  who  is  this  Eeyore,  and 
what  does  he  have  against  our  grade?  Following  the 
appearance  of  Eeyore 's  article  in  the 
last  issue  of  The  Forum,  Grade  10  hosted  a  very 
thorough  and  incriminating  witch  hunt  for  the  true 
identity  of  the  masked  complainer.  For  days,  the 
keenest  of  the  grade  studied  and  carefully  examined 
the  manuscript  for  any  possible  clues.  I  have  noth- 
ing against  Eeyore,  but  I  would  like  to  know  why 
heis  so  disgusted  with  the  Grade  lOis  of  Selwyn 
House.  Although  our  grade  does  have  its  underlying 
defects  (wall  breaking,  teacher  abusing),  I  think 
there  is  still  some  good  among  us.  We  have  a  wide 
variety  of  personalities  and  morals,  which  makes  us 
so  interesting.  Some  are  smart,  others  cool  or  good 
at  sports  and  many  have  talents  that  almost  no  one 
else  knows  about.  All  in  all,  everyone  in  Grade  10 
has  some  good  qualities,  even  if  they  are  not  always 
apparent.  In  response  to  Eeyore's 
article  in  the  last  issue  of  The  Forum: 

Top  10  reasons  why  Grade  10  is  good 

10. We  are  always  well  behaved  in  the  library 

9. We  haven't  broken  a  wall  in  4  months 

8.We  all  eventually  show  up  to  French  class 

7. We  are  interested  in  all  the  new  trends,  Uke 

PokEmon,  swimming  in  the  St.  Lawrence,  pagers 

even  if  no  one  pages  you,  and  the  stock  market 

6.We  all  do  our  math  homework 

5. We  all  participate  in  school  events  (like  the  talent 

show) 

4.Mr  Glaude  still  teaches  us 

3. Mr  Shannon  still  teaches  us 

2. We  are  all  very  interested  in  the  school  play 

1  .No  one  throws  food  at  lunch 
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The  Fate 

of 

Selwyn  House 


I'm  sorry  for  the  two-tMrds  of 
the  senior  school  who  are  about 
to  be  offended  by  this  article.  It 
is  extremely  prejudiced,  as  I  have 
not  had  the  intense  pleasure  of 
meeting  all  of  the  grade  9s  and  10s 
(note:  heavy  sarcasm),  and  while 
some  of  them  may  be  decent  peo- 
ple,they've  either  been  really  quiet, 
or  trapped  in  some  long-forgotten 
toilet  stall  in  one  of  the  locker 
rooms,  which  has  decided  to  spare 
(is  smdents  of  its  horrible  contents 
"and  rust  shut.  The  point  I'm  slowly 
reaching  here  is  that  virtually  all  of 
the  9's  and  lO's  suck.  I've  never 
met  one  with  the  striking  intelli- 
gence of,  say,  a  pile  of  sawdust, 
because  at  one  point  that  sawdust 
was  a  tree,  with  one  thought  in  its 
mind:  "I'm  going  to  grow."  And 
then  it  probably  realized  that  it  was 
twice  as  smart  as  it  thought  when 
the  word  "up"  occurred.  No,  I 
would  probably  compare  these 
young  men  to  something  a  bit 
more  stupid. 


such  as,  say,  a  Labrador  Retriever. 
Sure,  it  is  an  intelligent  life  form 
based  on  the  fact  that  it  can  move 
around,  and  it  grasps  certain  com- 
plex functions  such  as  "eat,"  "wag 
tail,"  and  even  "fetch,"  in  more 
intelligent  cases,  but  it  simply  uses 
its  partial  limb  control  to 
chase  rodents,  usually  ending  up 
confused  and  embarrassed  when 
the  evil  rodent  gets  away  again. 

This  brings  me  to  an  inter- 
esting anecdote,  involving  a 
Labrador  by  the  name  of  "Tiki," 
who,  although  he  is  very  loving 
and  perpetually  happy,  has  that 
particular  brand  of  "negative  I.Q." 
which  occurs  only  in  dogs.  He  was 
chasing  a  squirrel  across  a  soccer 
field,  and  using  his  superior  speed 
to  inch  closer  and  closer,  until  the 
squirrel  turned  sharply  right.  This 
was,  at  first  glance,  just  to  avoid 
being  caught.  However,  upon 
closer  inspection,  it  was  to  also 
avoid  the  relatively  unforgiving 
brick  wall  of  the  Montreal 


by  Henry  Buszard 

West  Arena,  into  which  Tiki  ran  at 
approximately  70  miles  an  hour. 
The  greatest  thing  was  that  Tiki 
was  not  fazed  at  all,  because  he 
had  used  his  thick  skull  to  absorb 
the  tremendous  impact,  leaving  his 
legs  free  to  continue  running  blind- 
ly after  the  squirrel,  which 
unfortunately  had  been  laughing  so 
hard  that  it  forgot  where  it  was, 
until  it  was  run  over  by  a 
car. 

This  is  clearly  relative  to 
the  rest  of  my  article,  which  was 
stating  that  "I'm  far  too  self 
absorbed  to  appreciate  all  those 
great  characters  in  grades  9  and 
10."  Well,  that's  just  about  all  I 
have  to  say  about  that,  except  that 
if  you're  in  grade  1 1,  and 
you  liked  this  article,  please  feel 
free  to  drag  the  mob  of  angry  peo- 
ple away  from  me.  Or  maybe  I 
should  just  find  a  nice  clean  stall 
and  weld  the  door  shut. 


Right:  The  man  himself  strik- 
ing a  mature  pose 


v>M!^MSiat}*«> 
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A  Student/Teacher  Death-Match 

Lethal  Litvack  vs. 
Cote  St  Spice 
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'Top  Ten  Reasons  the  Curling  Team 
won  the  GMAA  Finals 


10. 


No  Grade  lO's  are  involved 


8. 

7. 


"5f 


Converted  frustration  from  ridicule  into  superhuman  curling 
power 


Bill  and  Jack 


Robbie  has  been  posessed  by 
Sandra  Shmirler 

Not  only  can  Henry  curl,  but 
what  an  ass.  (see  right) 

Honestly  though,  can  any  other 
team  win  the  curling  title  and 
still  hold  their  heads  high? 


They  got  tired  of  watching  everyone  else  lose 


3. 


Roberto's  not  on  the  team 


Hi  Peter! 


ftfTBSBw)  W/r**-v-- 
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Why  do  people  jump  out 
of  planes  at  30,000  feet? 
Why  do  they  throw 
themselves  off  of  Niagara  Falls  in 
wooden  barrels?  Why  do  they 
wrestle  sharks  off  the  coast  of 
Australia?  Why?!?  These  feats  of 
sheer  recklessness  and  abandon 
baffle  the  mind  and  yet  for  some 
inexplicable  reason  they  have  been 
attempted  and  even  surmounted. 
They  are  tackled  for  the  exhilira- 
tion  and  adrenaline  rush  they 
afford.  However,  the  even  more 
mysterious,  unanswered  question 
remains:  "Why  the  heck  did  I  ever 

dream  of  growing a  beard?  no, 

that's  not  it a  goatee?  nope,  not 

even  close what  the  heck  was 

it,  anyway?  Just  a  few  stray  hairs, 
really  -nothing  to  make  a  fuss  over. 
So  what  was  the  attraction,  then? 
Why  persist  in  refusing  to  shave 
when  the  only  outcome  was  a  few 
prickly  black  hairs  scattered  over 
my  chin?  It  all  started  one  morning 
in  front  of  the  mirror..... 

It  was  a  Tuesday.  Or  it 
could  have  been  a  Wednesday,  I 
can't  remember.  I  dragged  my  lazy 


self  out  of  bed  and  crawled  to  the 
bathroom,  as  per  my  normal  morn- 
ing routine.  I  hadn't  shaved  all 
weekend... Well,  maybe  not  even 
the  week  before,  come  to  think  of 

it In  all  truth  it  may  even  have 

been  a  whole  three  and  a  half 
weeks  before  I  noticed  the  first  few 
tell-tale  black  bristles.  But  there 
they  were,  no  matter  how  long  it 
had  taken.  And  what  did  I  think  to 
myself?  Did  i  think:  "Whoa  there, 
cowboy,  you're  no  Mark 
McGrath."  No  way.  I  thought: 
"That's  right,  good  lookin',  go  for 
it!"  Ohhhh  the  shame.... 

And  then  it  hit  me,  my  rea- 
sons were  twofold.  I  mean,  look  at 
all  those  guys,  the  Justin 
McManus's  and  the  Alex  Brule- 
Brosseau's  of  the  school,  with  their 
mature  five  o'clock  shadows  and 
all.  They  get  to  get  nagged  by  Mr. 
Mitchell  and  Mr.  Wearing  and  then 
if  they  still  don't  shave  they  have 
to  find  a  razor  somewhere  in 
Selwyn...and  I've  heard  that 
they're  scarce!  Well  I  wanted  to  be 
one  of  those  lucky  ones,  one  of  the 
chosen  few  on  Mr.  Wearing's  facial 


by  Alexis  Asselin 

hair  hit  list.  And  so  I  paraded 
around  school,  looking  like  a  rag 
doll  your  pet  pitbull  has  just  used 
as  its  plaything.  Nor  did  I  heed  the 
words  of  my  peers:  "Alexis!  You 
look  like  my  13  year-old  brother!" 
or  "Alexis !  My  grandmother  is 
more  grizzled  than  you!"  No,  I 
maintained  my  faith  that  all  the 
naysayers  were  wrong,  that  I  actu- 
ally looked  good.  And  I  vowed  not 
to  leave  Selwyn  House  before 
hearing  one  of  Mr.  Wearing's  col- 
orful comments. 

And  when  the  day  came,  I 
must  say  it  brought  a  litde  sadness 
with  it.  After  all,  I'd  grown 
attached  to  those  little  cactus-like 
pricklies.  And  I  know  that  as  we 
head  off  to  CEGEP  aU  you  Selwyn 
boys  will  be  growing  goatees  just 
because  you  can.  But  I  comfort 
myself  with  the  knowledge  that  in 
just  under  a  month  I'll  be  back  in 
full  form,  thirty-eight  little  hairs 
and  all. 
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Episode  I: 

The  Tuck  Shop  Menace 


A  photo  essay  by  Sam  Carsley 

A  long,  long  time  ago  in  a  galaxy  far,  far 

away 

Episode  I 

The  Tuck  Shop  Menace 

There  is  a  new  super-power  in  the 
galaxy,  that  of  the  dark  side.  The  forces  of 
the  Empire  are  in  danger  of  overrunning  and 
enslaving  those  few  idealistic  freedom  fight- 
ers of  the  Tuck  Shop  Alliance,  (continued 
below) 


However,  hope  looms  on  the  horizon 
in  the  person  of  an  unlikely  hero,  the 
one  man  who  can  save  the  Tuck  Shop 
from  certain  destruction:  Luke 
Veggiemuncher,  the  rexic  vegetarian 
anomaly  who,  unbeknownst  to  him, 
harbors  the  ancient  power  of  the 
Chutzpah,  the  namral  force  that  flows 
through  all  living  things. 


As  young  Veggiemuncher  comes 
into  his  power,  he  learns  to  wield  the 
ancient  weapon  of  the  Chutzpah 
knights:  the  Glade  air-freshener  can. 
Equipped  with  this  fragrant  weapon 
and  an  almost  psychotic  demeanor, 
Veggiemuncher  confronts  the  pow- 
ers of  the  Empire  in  a  final  standoff 
on  the  Tuck  Shop's  very,  doorstep. 


tn:a««*£«S'-  - 
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Singlehandedly, 
Veggiemuncher 
vanquishes  the 
Empire.  He  appre- 
hends the  ringlead- 
ers in  their  efforts 
to  escape,  and 
opens  up  an  intense 
can  of  Whup-Ass 
on  them.  The  Tuck 
Shop  is  safe,  but  for 
how  long? 


Right:  Radical 
young  flower- 
children  experi- 
menting with  the 
effects  of  soap 
stone  powder 
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Selwyn's  Most  Creative  Late 

Excuses 


"Mom  is  cool"  -Trevor  Parekh 

"Lost  bus  pass  and  had  to  walk  to  school"  -  Ned  Maloney 
"Some  bad  stuff  happened"  -  Jon  Anderson 
"Lady  hit  by  car"  -  Ned  Maloney 

"Phone  call  from  insurance  companies  regarding  lady  hit  by  car"  -  Ned  Maloney 
"Got  into  argument  with  bus  driver  and  got  kicked  ofP'  -  Adam  Azimov 
"Had  to  make  court  appearance  at  lady  who  got  hit  by  car's  lawsuit"  -  Ned  Maloney 
it'Fruitloops  attacked  me"  -  Henry  Buszard 
"One  of  those  days"  -  Sam  Walker 
"Passed  out  on  way  to  school  from  lack  of  protein"  -  Adam  Azimov 
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THE  RELATIONSHIP  POINT 

SYSTEM 


For  all  you  guys  out  there  who  just  can't  figure  it  out,  here  it  is:  In  the  world  of  romance,  one  single 
rule  applies:  Make  the  woman  happy.  Do  something  she  likes  and  you  get  points.  Do  something  she  dislikes 
and  points  are  subtracted.  You  don't  get  any  points  for  doing  something  she  expects... Sorry,  that's  the  way  the 
game  is  played.  Here  is  a  guide  to  the  point  system. 


Social  Engagements 

You  stay  by  her  side  the  entire  party 0 

You  stay  by  her  side  for  a  while,  then  leave  to  chat  with  a  college  drinking  buddy.. ..-2 

Named  Tiff  any -4 

Tiffany  is  an  exotic  dancer -6 

Tiffany  has  implants -15 


Her  Birthday 

You  take  her  out  to  dinner 0 

You  take  her  out  to  dinner  and  it's  not  a  sports  bar +1 

Okay,  it  is  a  sports  bar -2 

And  it's  all-you-can-eat  night -3 

It's  a  sports  bar,  it's  all-you-can-eat  night,  and  your  face  is  painted  the  colors  of  your  favorite  team -10 


A  Night  Out  With  The  Boys 

Go  out  with  a  pal -5 

And  the  pal  is  happily  married -4 

Or  frighteningly  single -7 

And  he  drives  a  Mustang -10 

With  a  personalized  license  plate  (GR8  N  BED) -15 


^ 
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THE  POINT  SYSTEM  continued  . . . . 


A  Night  Out 


You  take  her  to  a  movie +2 

You  take  her  to  a  movie  slie  likes +4 

You  take  her  to  a  movie  you  hate +6 

You  take  her  to  a  movie  you  like -2 

It's  called  DeathCop  3 -3 

Which  features  cyborgs  having  sex -9 

You  lied  and  said  it  was  a  foreign  film  about  orphans -15 


Your  Physique 

You  develop  a  noticeable  potbelly -15 

You  develop  a  noticeable  potbelly  and  exercise  to  get  rid  of  it. ..+10 

You  develop  a  noticeable  potbelly  and  resort  to  sweat  pants  and  baggy  Hawaiian  shirts -30 

You  say  "I  don't  give  a  damn  because  you  have  one  too" -800 


The  Big  Question 

She  asks,  "Do  I  look  fat?" -5 

You  hesitate  in  responding -10 

You  reply,  "Where?" -35 


Communication 

When  she  wants  to  talk  about  a  problem,  you  listen,  displaying  what  looks  like  a  concerned  expression 0 

When  she  wants  to  talk,  you  listen,  for  over  30  minutes -i-5 

You  listen  for  more  than  30  minutes  without  looking  at  the  TV.....+10 
She  realizes  this  is  because  you've  fallen  asleep -20 
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Return 

of 

Ventasmentarianism 


by:  T.E.  Sterosa 

The  most  sublime  thing  about  venting,  is 
that  there  is  never  a  lack  of  things  on 
which  to  vent.  This  issue:  Selwyn  House 
toilet  paper.  Yes,  we  have  a  pressing  problem 
around  here.  When  there  is  toilet  paper  in  the 
bathrooms,  it  is  the  cheapest,  most  delicate, 
crumbly,  one  quarter  of  a  ply,  paper  in  exis- 
tence. No  need  to  rip  it  off  the  dispenser 
because  it  erodes  on  impact.  For  ten-grand  a 
year,  please,  could  we  at  least  have  quilted  or 
patterned  t.p.?  Too  expensive?  We'll  sacrifice 
our  fruity  desserts  for  the  cause...  which  would 
mean  that  we  wouldn't  have  to  experience  unde- 
sired  bowel  movements  at  school.  Hey,  a  double 
saving.  More  for  the  Ferrari.  I  mean  Lucas 
Fund.  Bah. 

What's  with  the  never-existent  door  on 
the  handicappers'  stall  in  the  senior  locker  room 
bathroom?  Discrimination  I  tell  you.  Oh,  it  is 
rumoured  that  there  is  a  cello,  in  the  Selwyn 
House  Senior  Jazz  Band.  That  is  a  transgression 
of  the  values  that  are  presumably  upheld  in  this 
civil  society.  Point  fmi. 

Fun  Times  in  tiie  Science  Office  -  a  short 
play. 

IVED:  Eh,  Mopez,  ow's  it  goin'  there  eh 
TD:  Shut  the  heck  up  Mike,  if  I  don't  hurry,  I  guaran- 
tee that  I  will  not  finish! 

MD:  Uh,  it  took  you  15  minutes  to  correct  three 
hours  worth  of  tests  eh. 

TD:  Boy,  I  was  really  cutting  it  close,  I  have  to  hurry 
because  I  guarantee  that... 

Wearing:  Ehhh.  you  Downies,  shut  the  heck  up  or 
rU  kick  you  back  to  Senneville!  Now  where's  Mirza, 
is  he  not  eating  again?  Maybe  he  likes  eggrolls? 
Biggs:  Ah,  Gendemen.... 
Nicoll:  Hey!  Quiet. 

(director's  note:  after  this  final  line,  in  fright,  the 
actors  never  say  anything  again.  Even) 
Fin 


Random 

Notes 


by  Theo  "I'm  going  to  Botswana!" 
McLauciiiin 

Well,  well.  It's  amazing  how  the  Monica 
Lewinsky  scandal  has  rocked  our 
lowly  school.  We  had  the  head  perfect 
telling  us  that  he  watched  the  entire  interview 
last  night.  A  discussion  of  our  opinions  of  the 
intern  dominated  a  recent  Current  Events  class 
that  might  otherwise  be  taken  up  with  something 
relevant  like...  oh,  say,  terrorism...  It's  pretty 
funny  how  a  scandal  down  south  has  reared 
its  ugly  head  in  Canada's  face.  When  researching 
for  an  upcoming  economics  assignment,  I  went 
to  www.canoe.ca  (the  Canadian  Online 
Explorer.)  The  top  news  story?  In  Canada? 
Well...  guess.  But  anyway,  enough  about 
Monica. 

Everyone  seems  just  so  excited  about  the 
Spring  Ball  and  afterparty.  It's  odd,  though,  that 
the  ball  this  year  coincides  with  just  about  every- 
one being  sick.  Could  this  cause  some  problems? 
Yeah,  probably.  I  can  just  imagine  a  few  dis- 
traught seniors  sitting  in  a  comer  of  the 
University  Club  with  brutal  headaches,  having 
no  fun  at  all  on  the  night  they're  supposed  to 
have  as  much  fun  as  possible.  And  the  question 
is,  will  their  headaches  be  from  being  sick,  or 
from  Cher? 

Everyone's  talking  about  the  play,  too,  in 
between  mouthfuls  of  Normand's  pasta.  We  all 
love  mispronouncing  those  Russian  names.  I'll 
buy  $5  worth  of  Tuck  Shop  food  for  the  first  per- 
son who  can  say,  "Anton  Antonovich  Skvoznik- 
Dmukhanovsky"  10  times  fast.  ($1  for  the  first 
person  who  can  say  it  at  all.) 

Anyway,  that's  all  for  me.  See  you  aU  later, 
I'm  off  to  B... (strangled  gasp  as  author  is  choked 
by  the  editors) 

Editor's  Note:  Stay  in  Botswana  Theo. 
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Neddy's  Briefs: 
March's  tighty-whities 


by  Ned  Maloney 


A  rampaging  sickness  has 
overtaken  the  school,  and 
its  not  those  "tough"  grade 
Tens  either,  no!  it's  the  Gryphon 
Fever!  This  is  actually  more  seri- 
ous than,  say,  "Booktalk  Bowels" 
or  "Suburban  Sickness";  its  actual- 
ly really  contagious,  unlike  the 
mentally  contagious  Oscar-win- 

Ing  illnesses  that  are  so  common 
"among  students  other  than  myself 
[right?].  The  unfortunate  expense 
that  "Gryphon  Fever"  leaves  us 
with  is  missing  students  such  as 
Ashish  and  Blake.  We  will  miss 
them.  To  those  of  you  reading  thi^ 
from  a  cocoon  of  Kleenex,  or  a 
blanket  of  over-due  Math  assign- 
ments [hi  Jason],  well,  come  back 
soon  ...  we're  getting  jealous.  I 
guess  if  you  don't  already  have  it, 
your  turn  will  come. 


W 


ell,  after  a  record-break- 
ing number  of  classes 
missed/skipped,  the 
Robotics  team  has  returned  victori- 
ous, winning  first  prize  for  every- 
thing from  design  to  dancing  [con- 
gratulations to  the  Wong  broth- 
ers!]. Despite  the  shared  resent- 
ment towards  these  sponsored 
party-animals,  I  think  that  every- 
one is  proud  of  them.  When  asked 
whether  she  thought  all  the  missed 
English  classes  were  worth  it  in 
the  end,  a  certain  English  teacher 
muttered  something  about  using 
her  monster  truck  to  bring  justice 
to  the  robot.  For  those  of  you  who 
didn't  know,  the  winning  team 
named  their  curling  robot  "Jack" 
after  Selwyn's  retired  Jack  Martin, 
veteran  curler  and  coach  of  this 
year's  GMAA  champs. 


Yet  another  successful 
Spring  Ball,  but  where 
were  the  Grade  9's?  I 
might  have  seen  at  most  ten  of 
them,  but  they  were  gone  faster 
than  Nuss  could  say  "Yofatbeats". 
Thanks  to  the  prefects  for  organiz- 
ing the  event,  and  thanks  to  the 
chaperones  for  smelling  our 
breath.  The  highlight  of  the  dance 
was  Mr.  and  Mjs.  Boyle  dancing 
together.  Keep  it  up  kids!  Also,  the 
abundance  of  Spring  Ball  rookies 
made  everyone  happy.  Thanks  to 
all  you  guys  for  making  it  such  a 
great  night.  Also,  thanks  to  the 
Wong  brothers  for  showing  us  the 
meaning  of  that  song  "Shake  Your 
Booty"!  A  prize  of  recognition 
goes  to  Cohn  McKenzie  for  his 
sunglasses,  and  Henry  Buszard  for 
his  dazzling  outfit.  Final  thanks 
goes  to  Alex  San  Gregorio  for 
housing  the  grade  Elevens.  The 
Coke  and  pizza  were  great,  right 
Gurinder? 
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Things  Overheard  in  the  Halls: 


"Yo,  spleef!  Where  the  G's  at?  Gimme  sum  more!"  -  Jon  Nuss 
"Yo  Sir,  Can  I  Pop  sum  phat  beats  into  the  stereo?"  -  Jon  Nuss 
"Eeeeeeheeeeeheeeee!"  -  Matty  Osten 

"That  is  Definitely  what  I'm  talking  about!"  -  Justin  McManus 
"Cow  and  Cheeeken!"  -  Justin 

"Hurry  guys!  Why  are  you  late?  Hurry!"  -  Tom  Downey 
"K?  K,  guys?  Lets  go  guys,  OK?"  -  Phil  Litvak 

"...so  my  sister  walked  into  this  restaurant  in  New  York  and  ate  lunch  with  Jack 
Kerouac,  Richard  Nixon,  and  this  film  director  that  none  of  you  know  about 
because  you're  not  cool  enough."  -  Charles  Wasserman 
"..."  -  Ashish 
"..."  -  Daniel  M. 

"It's  good  to  see  you're  here,  Tristan."  -  Ms.  Tratt 
"Hey!  Roberto,  are  you  asleep,  or  what?"  -  Mr.  NicoU 
"Oui,  Cherie!"  -  Mme.  Rasmussen 
"Hi,  Peter!"  -  All  Curlers  and  Justin 

"Ahh,  remember  the  good  ol'  days?"  -  Every  Grade  1 1  lifer 
"No  robot  can  match  up  to  my  champion  curlers.  Aye!  -  Jack  Martin 
"Hooah!"  -  Matt  "Paul  Hogan"  Busbridge 
"Money,  cash,  hoes"  -  Chris  Politis 
"Roberto,  James,  Phil"  -  Mr.  Williams 
"Casino,  girls,  beats."  -  Rob  Kurlander 
"This  ghetto's  got  me  crazy!"  -  Danny  Naami 


